. ; Unwept, and welter in the parching wind, 
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OE He muſt not flote upon his watry bier 


Without the meed of ſome melodious tear. 
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Why from Caliope's once cheerful bro 
Ts fled her wonted fire ? 
Why in that penſive poſture does ſhe fit, 
Fer lute, the ſource of melody, thrown by? 
And ev ry Muſe, through ſympathetic woe, 
Her pleaſing taſk "— [14 | ' 
Ah why ? 
Cried Thyrſis, as he drove at i 
His flock near Helicon's enchanted fide, '/ 
On their return from the Bœotian plains, 
1 > A 


H mel what mean theſe e Arains 1 1004 
Why thus depreſſive ſounds Apollo's lyre? 


lt. TY" 2 5'W 
. their fold—Say, aged depend, 4 
What dire event has happen d, ſince, this morn, 


1 ſought the eaſtern plains with ſprightly feet, 

Aurora's earlieſt ſtreaks to meet ? 

Then all theſe hallow'd groves were blithe and gay, 

| The ſhepherds tun d their oaten pipes with glee, 
And ev'ry wood return'd the rural melody. 

The Muſes, on the ſummit of the hill, 

Of ſcientific pleaſures took their fill; 

Nor did the laurell'd-god, bright Phcebus, ſcorn 

| Their placid joys to ſhare, 1 | 

Or drink with them ef _ fam'd ill. 


Haſt thou not heatd ? reply'd the as hong 

| Haſt thou not heard the tidings Fame has brought | 

| From ſea- girt Britain's diſtant ſhore ? 
Britain the ſeat of ev'ry uſeful lore, 

of ev'ry art that e er Apollo taught, 

And each fair ſcience of each ſkilful age. 
Thrice happy iſle! with theſe and freedom bleſs d, 
| Chicf of the northern realms ſhe ſtands conſels'd. | 


Forgive 


1 


Fu me, ſwain, that thus on Britain s praiſe". 
I dwell, unmindful of the queſtion d tale; 5 

My tongue reluctantly thy call obeys 

To ſpeak the woe that overſpreads the vale. 

You knew Linlzus! ah! who knew him not? 
Once, once the pride and treaſure of theſe plains, 
Caliope's lov'd ſon, by Sol begot, 35 11 
The blitheſt, ſweeteſt of Arcadian ſwains. | 

Orphzus himſelf, though ſprung from the fame fire, |" | 
| Whoſe harmony could melt the iron heart 

Of hell's ſtern monarch, and with wond'rous art, 
His triple-headed watchman lull to ſleep, - 
Touch'd not with greater {kill the R re. 


all yet, alas] (theſe £8 eyes will weep) 
Although endow'd with ſuch celeſtial pow' rs, 
Though he could boaſt wn origin divine, | 
Though few as Hebe's were his circling hours, 
Th' unſparing Fates cut ſhort his vital thread, 
And, breathleſs, now he lies on a cold wat'ry bed. x 


This morn, {o Fame reports, ch e e 10 


Sported upon a glaſly lake, — lies mau 1% 1 
Within th' extenſive boundaries 7 11151 br 07 1 
Of noble Ancaſter's paternal ſeat, ' WO 5 1 + 
In a gay bark, but ah | how void of wicked; a 

For tho' ſhe look d ſo gay, fo trim, fo.neat, | , 5 


Unfaithful to her truſt, ſhe yielded ſoon „CC 
To the rough blaſts of Æolus, and e er naoonrn 1 


ieee 
* d. her arne to _ unſeen Peet Aa eic 
1. 20 7 TOA! ro +þ [4.21 We 
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The 11755 july giv n to young ; Linlzus; z 3 
He oft had heard the ſoft melodious ſounds, 


a 7 7 4 © % 1 © . * 7 5 14 
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Which from his lyre his dent rous fingers ſwept; 
He felt their magic pow 'T, and wept. T 

But ſoon this forc'd applauſe t to rage gives place; 1. 
His tortur'd heart with Jealouſy rebounds ; | 
And much his hated rival $ lyre he fear” 4 | 
Would his own harp excel, 5 
And all his ſweet acrial tones efface. ene, . 
No ſooner, therefore, did he ſee the boat, N 
Proudly upon the limpid ſurface float, 
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Than 
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[ 5 3 
Than calling every rude wind to his aid, 
PD pon her ſide the faithleſs ſkciff he laid, 
And thus aveng d his blaſted fame. 


Exerting all Leander's nautic ſkill, 
Awhile th' intrepid ſwain withſtood his foe ; | 
Till by the high-rais'd waves o erpower d , and ſpent, 
He ſunk beneath the boiſt'rous element; 
He ſunk to riſe no more. | 


Would it had happ'd on Neptutie's wide domains | 
Some dolphin baſking on the briny plains, 
Arion: like, had borne him to the ſhore. 


Relentleſs god | could nought thy rage abate ! 
Why do J aſk? ſince well I know, that hate, 
Nor time nor merit ever can remove 8 
From minds which war for empire, fame, or love; 
Elſe would the heav'nly notes he breath'd around, 
When, like Timothæus, in the bark he fat, | 
Perſuaſive have been found 
Have calm'd thy wrath, and pain'd a gentler fate. 


B Nor 


vs 1. 


Nor would the veneration juſtly due | 
|; To the great owners of the ſacred pot, 


Have been forgot. 
How couldſt thou thus, with breath ſo ls 


Amidſt ſuch princely bowers, 

Or near ſuch ſtately towers, 

To execute thy fell deſigns, intrude ? 

Or how diſturb the peace of ſuch a pair ? 

He beſt of men, ſhe faireſt of the fair : 
More for their virtues than their rank rever'd j 
By nobles, vaſſals, artiſts, all belov'd, 

And e' en to royalty itſelf endear'd. 


But what was rank, or worth, or ſkill to thee, 


Inexorable deity | 


His ſiſter's plaintive notes would not avail, 
Tho' ſweeter the fam'd Syrens could not boaſt, 
When wiſe Ulyſſes near their fatal coaſt | 
Spread his advent'rous fail, 

By triple chains, and prudence bound, 


To guard againſt the madd' ning e 7 


Nor 


EE 


Nor could the lay of Thalia's far rite ſon, 
Who late the comic laurel-wreath has won 
On Britain's ſtage, 

A cruel rival's enmity aſſuage, 

Or ſave a much-lov d brother from his rage. 
Altho' alike their years, tho' fide by ſide, 
(By Hymen and the Muſes both ally d) 

To reach the ſummit of Parnaſſus' hill | 
They oft, with ſure and ſpeedy ſteps, had try'd, 
And nearly gain'd, ſuch their unequall'd ſkill ! 


His mortal father, wild with grief, 
Throws round his full-fraught eyes, and ſeeks relct 
Surcharg'd with woe, he cheriſhes deſpair, 
And hardly yields to draw the vital air 
His harp neglected lies, which would have charm'd 


A leſs obdurate foe, and all his ire diſarm'd. 


Each ſon of genius on Britannia's plains 


Laments the loſs of young Linlæus' ſtrains, — 


+6 


E * cry'd Tre ſee where Fame again, 
4 Upon the mountain's lucid brow alights ; j* 
The news ſhe brings, perchance, might eaſe our pain; 


For ſometimes to alarm with groundleſs fears, 
The babbling dame delights ; 
| Uncertain, oft, in haſte ſhe wings away, 
And rumours, falſhoods, vain chimæras bears; 
And oft her tongues, in the ſame hour, unſay ; 
The tale which juſt had caus'd unceaſing tears. 
Hark! hark! Apollo's lyre gives livelier notes; 
The Muſes all a gayer aſpect wear; | 
And on the boſom of the balmy air 
Serenity once more ſedately floats; 
That wild diſtraction, which ſo lately ſpread - 
Its dreary influence around, is fled. 


Liſten, Menalcas, liſt awhile, and tell 
i What glad intelligence the goddeſs brings; 
i For thy retentive memory can well 


| Each intereſting circumſtance retain ; 


By « time and MR experience a ous. - e — 
Thou canſt on pleaſing themes the mind engage, | a}, 
| Or gloſs. the incidents that threaten * 85 1 

1 The tidings which the "IO "ode "INN bu 
N | Reply d the pn as tend to clear, 2: ol 

| From our dejected hearts, each harrow'd Won: 5 KK 


From the full eye diſpel the ſtarting tear, 34 5 
And ev ry gloomy frown with ſmiles cis PT 


As the young ſwain, the cauſe of our late woe, 
Skim'd or the lake in the gay faithleſs boat, 
A band of beauteous Naiades gather'd round, 
Enraptur'd with the muſic of his lyre, 
And play'd in wanton mazes to the ſound ; 
Nor leſs the ſhepherd than his ſong. admire. 
But when they ſaw his fatal overthrow, _ 
And on the waves his breathleſs body float, 
They ceas'd their ſport, and in their ſnowy arms 
Convey'd him to their marble-paven hal! 
Beneath the lake; where, free from further harms, 

13 C , They 
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Th They 0 6 en noſly 
And with aquatic flowers rais'd high i had: bend e 
Then with officious haſte, well pleas'd; _ ſtrive 172 TEM 
* By ſcented oils from fragrant gums diſtill'd, a 
And nectar'd baths with potent ſimples fill d, 

| To keep the glimm' ring vital ſpark alien: 
And next his ſcatter d ſpirits to recall, 

They drop into each duct and avenue, le 

| That to the ſenſes lead, ambroſial der 
More friendly far to life, more cordial, | 

Than Helen's fam'd exhilarating draught. 

With; joy they ſaw their efforts pow'rful. | prove, 

And all in ſecret wiſh to gain his love. 


| ; No leſs young . joy d to find his fits din us hang d. 

i" Awhile, i in wonder loſt, around he gaz d; 

The fretted cryſtal roof he view d amaz d. 

And Oer each ſparkling . his eie rang d. 

But when his head he rear d | 5 vol 
And ſaw of lovely e fac 4 neh 


Tranſported he aroſe, and ſnatch d his lyre, 
. | oak | Which 


„ Which Rock l. bac nor Wi nor waves « had Ty 
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EET. 
| Tnflam'd with all his radiant father's fre, 

And on the wings of fancy, tow ring, borne, 
He rais'd ſuch heav'nly ſounds, as ne'er before 
Old Terra's vaulted rocks had heard; 
© Save when of Yore, 

The firſt of minſtrels, and of ti dar' d, 
Leaving the cheerful realms of day, 

Thro her long winding caves to make his way, 


His loſt * to e 


The nymphs, ed with the ſweet melody, 
A brilliant circle form around the ſwain; 
And with their kindeft looks repay 
His pn pow ful, n; |. as 


* 


Above the reſt AIRES ſived 
The gardant Naiad of a neighb'ring flood, 
Yclep d Trentea; as the lily fair; 
Braided with pearls, her amber-dropping hair a 
In wanton ringlets o'er her ſhoulders ſpread, 
And wreaths of various flowers adorn'd her head. 
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| Whoyas e lien d to ad W Fly bs. ot pa 
U nyonted tranſports felt within her breaſt ; 1 | * 


1 . That deity, whoſe univerſal ſway | 

4 Th' immortal powirs as well as men obey, 

4 Whilſt ſhe attentive ſtood, with a ſwift dart, 

Through the tranſlucid ſtream, had pierc d * heart. 

+ Dincere and innocent, the nymph, e'er long, ? 

The newly-kindled, virtuous flame confeſs d; 

And pave to the tranſported youth her hand. 

The fair companions of th' accepted maid, | 

In ſoft confuſion for a moment ſtand; 

Each heay'd ſpontaneouſly a tender ſigh, 

And wiſh'd that ſuch had been her deſtiny. 

But theſe unkind emotions ſoon ſubſide; 

They cheerfully their gratulations paid, | 

And with their wonted love beheld the envy'd bride. 

N Her agat chariot ſtudded o'er with gems, | 

Which waited on the margin of the ſtream, 

Bore to her cryſtal grot the happy pair ; 

Where, rapt in nuptial bliſs, they fondly dream, 

Nor fear th approach of love-deſtroying care | 
LE „ There, 


— 6 - - Be IL b 82 8 
9 * 1 * : * „ 55 TS. 
* nt, * Q 1 5 * 
2 r - ; by . f 
F Hi; 1 24 * 4 CIP : | 
* 1 N 15 > 7 AG. , . 
- * 4 x * — 
* ; ” 4 
4 4 - ” þ 0 : £- % 
1 . = « . +, 
=- 4 þ 
o ” ” 
. 4 * 4 
3 p 
2 *« » 
7 
- 
. 


| There, happy ſhall they live devoid dr f bein, ; 
And mutual harmony for ever reign. 


Menalcas thus, to the enquiring ſwain, 
In artleſs numbers told his varying tale; 
And Thyrſis, joyful, left the ſacred vale, 
To fold his flock on the adjacent plain. 


The fiſters of the dear tranſlated youth 
Warble once more their vocal melody, 
Like the ſweet Sirens three; 

But not the Siren-ſong, or wanton glee, 
© They only ſing of virtue, love, and truth. 


Again Thalia's fav'rite ſon 
Purſues the taſk ſo well begun; 
And, nightly, by his chaſte dramatic page, 
At once improves, and charms a liberal age. 


The bard, who in theſe ſimple Dorick lays | 
Has ftrove to ſpeak a much-loy'd ſhepherd's praiſe, 
To other ſtrains returns; well pleas d ſhould Fame 
With one ſo eminent record his name. 
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